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fondly-guarded and dearly-treasured missives from
three dear distant hearts, and saw the wretch take
them out roughly from the envelopes with those
horrid fingers*of his, I could endure the sight no
longer, and fearing lest I should be tempted to do
something that might end in keeping me in Ceylon
longer than I wished, I hurried away to the end of
the pier and looked out into the sea. I had not been
there many minutes when the man came up with an
expression of triumphant satisfaction as if the thing
for which he had been long searching he had at last
succeeded in laying his hand on. " What is this,
what is this? " he questioned, holding up to my face
some newspaper cuttings. " Can't you see what they
are? " I retorted. " Well, how do you account for.
them. They are German." " What makes you say
that? " I questioned, and then sneeringly asked him,
" Can't you read English? " " But, why have they
above them ' Through German Eyes' ? Please don't
get angry. I am doing my duty." Instead of reply-
ing, I bluntly put the question, " Do you know the
Times ? " ." What Times ? " " The London Times."
" Yes, I know." " Well, then," I said, " you ought'
to know what those cuttings are." The fact was
those cuttings were from the well-known column of
the Times, which " mother " had cut out and sent
to give me some idea of the state of things as they
prevailed in Germany. My duty-bound inspector
having'stumbled across them in one of her letters
and the word " German " being' on his brain, the
moment he saw the fatal word he jumped to the
conclusion that his long and diligent search had at